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British Songster, 


FROM THE 
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NED MIZEN, or the four Engagements, 


Sung by Mr. Girton, in the Heroes of the Sea, at the 


COME baſten my hearties to true loyal Ned, 
A tar from the ſtem to the erm; | 
And that ve been rock'd on Davy': rough bed, 
By my n you may clearly diſcern. _ 
9 actions my lot was to fixtc, 
And damme they dane'd to ſome tune, 
For the far oi @ failor was never more bright, 
Than once on the firſt day of June; | 
But come hoa, avaſt, and with boaſting have done 
Such nonſenſe 1 muſt not allow * og | | 
glam, mayhap that we 
8 


Tho' d'ye ſee; it was 


i 


The next time the ot on all ſides round me flew 
Was with the proud Dons in diſpute, , 

And off Cape St. I incent we (tid, © ew d'ye do“ 
And tipt them an Eng/:/ falute: 

Their fleet twenty ſeven and thoſe of the line, 
Made our teen at firſt to look foalky , >, 

But think not that 44is made our tars ta repine, 
P'ſha, damme twas nothing at all: 

The fignal once giv'n our guns fir'd away, 
And ſoon did the victory thew, 

And each Briti// Tar with Ned Mizen can ſay, 
Brave Jarvis the Shaniards laid low. 


The third time I fought, why it was with the Dag 
And I think it was near Camperdown, . 

And then to be ſure I may ſay as much, 
We boys bruſh'd up ſome little renow 

Nia to if we lay to, aye, am fought man | 
Each a a match for Mynkeer; 

For to die or to conquer-was always our plan, 
And thus, we again made appear: 

For tho? from the Texel they ſomehow. ii d out 
In hopes at Bref harbour to touch, 

Why, d'ye ſee, they knew net what our ſpies 

were about, / 

For old Duncan did over the Dutch. | 


Now rak'd fore and af? by a ſplinter or fo, 
Yet my timbers were (till tight and found, 

And fo I again on the lo- ont muſt go, 
To fee if the French could be found + 

At length it fo happen'd they hove within fight, | 
Which made ev'ry /a:lor to ſmile, 

For, d'ye ge it was when we ee * laß 
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Lord lick ye, the movth of the N Je. 

To tay what we did——it won't 2 me, 
»Tis enough that we fought as before 

And the French, as I think, if they're wi dye 
Will engage with Lord Nelfen i no more. Tice 

| 5 K 
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JACK OF GREEN WICH. . 
WE tars are al! for fue and glee, 


A ho;znpipe vas my Button; 
Time was I'd dance with any he, 
That fails the [all fea ocean: 1 
I'd tip the roll, the ſlide, the reel, 
Back, forwards, in cke middle; 

And toaſt the pig, and toe and heel, 
All going with the fiddle. 

One day took down my gun to man, 
To keep off two foes advancing, 

A ſplintet queer'd my larbeur'd gam, 
And damn me ſpoil'd my dameing. 


Welt I'm fays I a churliſh elf, 
We mefsmates be all brothers; 
If I can have no fun myſelf, 

I may make fun for others. 
A fiddle ſoon I made my own, 
That girls and tars might caper, 


Learnt Ruie Britannia, Bobbing Jone,, 


And grew a decent ſcraper; . . 
But juſt as Pd the knack on't got, 
And did it pretty middling, 

J loſt my elbow by a ſhot, EH 
And damn me ſpoil'd my fiddling. 


The next I took to taking ſnuff, 

Caſe all my forrows doubl'd,, 

And pretty paſtime twas enough 

Tye fee when IL was troubled: 
But fortune, that miſchievous elf, 

Still had ſome fun or other; 

Net that I minds it for myſelf, 

But juſt for Poll. and mother. 

One day while on the larbourd deck, 

To. keep two ſpangling foes off, 

A broadſide comes, capſizes Jack, 

And damn me knocks my nole off. 


Now: 


8 * 
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Now fometimes as I turn my quid, 
I got a knack of thinking, 
That I ſbould be an id, 

And then I took to drinking; 
One day took up the can'to man, 
To tip it without gravy, | 
I gave three cheers, and {ook the can, 
To drink the Britifh wx x 

But before a fingle drop I fip'd, 

Or got it to my muzzle, 

A langrel oft _ daddle whipp'd, 


And 'd wy guazte. 


Now in misfortune's ſchool grown tough, 
Tn that ſame ſort of knowledge, n 
Thinking maybaps Pd got enough, 
They ſent me here to 
And here we tell old tales and [mokes, 
And laugh while we are drinking, 

For failors you know will hare their * 
Even tho' the ſhip was — 
ink, 


oe — I e . 


n © no eaſy thi 
Damn me to n nging. 


— 
1 


MEG OF W APPING. 


IT was landlady Meg who nods ſuch rare gip, 
Pull away, 7, pall away, „ my bearties; * 

At Wapping the liv'd at the ＋ of the ſhip, 
Where tars met in t ly parties. 

She'd-fhine at the p and gig at at the ball, 


All rigg'd out A an topping. 
She married — I buried them all, | 
Puil away, pull 


pull 11 lay, 
leg of Wapp . 


a What de thin ofths merry Mag 
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He was caſt away ſays Meg, an 


5 2 
— 
* ang. pult away, jolly e tos ** 


who cares 2 

For grieving why * that's 2 boys; 
The next in command was blear ey we foe Ned, 
As the lurgeon his limb was a lopping, 


A nine pounder came and it ſmack d off his head 
Pull away, Sec. 


Rare news for the merry Meg of Wapping. 


curſe, 


_— Then ſhe married Sam, but Sammy lov'd a ſup, 


= away, pull w__ TRY 
gv Sammy got, tgp it up, 
* And Meg n ä 
Ty was bold Ben who at danger would 
mite, 


Till bis courage a erocudile ſt 


ng, 
Made his breakfaſt arb of the 


Nile, 
Pall a Way, &c. 
What a fortanate merry Meg of Wenping. 


nnn it was bonny Dick ſs 


Pull a away, pull away ſo me 
But the 4 Dicky both ory, and eat; 
Then Meg ſhe was forc'd to take Jerry, | 
Death ſtood her friend, for kill'd in a fray, 
_ He the grave chanc'd to po ins - - 
So now with my fong I mall quickly belay, 
Pull away, 


The fix huſbands of werry Meg of Wapping. 
Bu: I did not tell you how ſhe married ſeven, 


Pull away, uren fo neathy 
It was honeft dm Trip, and he + ſent her to 
* "i heaven, Bey. 
And her box he rum 


For Meg growing old, 162K Rz. 
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And after a boꝝmneedg be hoppingg,ů, 
She pop#t off, and Tom, . ch the girl chat he lord 
Pull away, K. 


-Apent the ſhiners of merry Meg of Wapping. | ; 


LAND IN THE OCEAN: | 
| 1 
; IN che midſt of the ſea like a tough man of war, $ >: 
' Pull away, pull away, ye ho there! 
| | 


Stands an iſland ſurpaſſing all others by far, 
If you doubt it, you've wa to go there 
By 1 'twas built upon Freedom's firm . } 
, baſe, . : 
And for ever twill lat, I've a notion; 
All the world I defy to produce ſuch a place, 
Pull away, pull away, pull away, I ſay, 
As the ſnug bit of land in the ocean. 


From the oppoſite ſhore, puff'd with arrogant } 


ride, | 

Pull away, pull away, ſo clever, 
/ "They have oft ſworn as how they would come 
| along fide, | 2 
| And deftroy the poar iſland for ever; „ 
But Britannia is made of ſuch durable ſtuff, 

And fo tightly ſhe's rigg'd, I've a notion; 
ö f She'd ſoon give the ſaucy invaders enough, 
[ 


* 


y Pull away, pull ws pull away, I ſay, 
Tf they touch'd at the land in the ocean, 
55 5 | 


"There was Hove, ever bold in the glorious caule 

| Pull away, pull away, fo ſtout, boys 

W enn on the firſt day of Juue ſuch ap- 
. lauſe, A" 

| - And Monfieur he put to the rout, boys : 

The next was Se, /:ncent, who Kick d up a duſt, 
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As the Spaniards can tell, I've a nat ion! 
For, they ſwore not to ſtrike, —ſays he, Dam'me 
but you muſt, 
Dult away, &c. 
- To the lads of the land im the ocean. 


Admiral Duncan came next, twas in Autumn 
you know, | 
Pull away, pull away, fo jolly ; | 
That he made big Mynheer ſtrike his flag to a foe 
Againſt whom all refiſtance was folly ; 


And they ſent, as you know, if you're not quit? 


a dunce; Ve. 
But a fad fory home, Iv'e a notion; _ 
How Duncan he beat a whole inter at once, 
Pull away, &c. 


What d'ye think of the land in the ocean? 


Now the Frenchmen again - have-come in for 
their ſhare, | | 


Pull away, pull away, Yo hearty ! 


| For, Nel/on, has ſet all the world in a ffare, 


And land-lock'd e'en' great Buona/rarte : 
And we'll beat them again, ſhould their ſtomachs 
But they're all pretty fick, I've a notion; 
Then may victory's ſword to the olive reſign, 
Pull away, &e. | a 


And Poace crown the land in the 8 
THE PICTURE OF LONDON. 


Sung by Mr. Munden, in St. David's Day. 
FOR Landon is like a mill going round, 


Still noiſy and ever in motion, 
Where wheels within wheels, hurry, buſtle, and 
SW N 

Reſolve 
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Reſolve like the waves of the ocean, 


Where fooliſh aud wiſe, rich and poor herd to- 
gether, 


Where fortunes are made, and men undone, 
Where meney and wit, are exchang d for each 


other, 
And this is the picture of London. 


Kings, poets, and flatesmen, — counſel- 
lors, clients, 


In Weſtminſter r Abbey 


There's St. Paul's uildhall, where you'd 
like the two giants, 


If they were not ſo monſtrouſiy ugly. 
Then mu 2 courts of +4 and of equi- 


If in — u chuſe to be undone; 
For one with the other has nothing to do, 


In the very fad city of London. 
There's the — houſe and the tower ſo 


ſtrong, 
The monument reckon'd ſo high too, 
That if it were only as broad as it's long, 
Such a building you never came nigh to, 


lie magix. 


There's great folks, and ſmall folks, and ort 


s, and tall folks, 
in ſhort there's a vaſt deal of fun done, 


| There 's. pleaſure and pain, quite ſufficient fer 
all folks, 


| Who vißt the.cily of London. 


<<O>>- 


Dick THE DUSTMAN. 
I'M dating Dick the duſtman, 
None my calling can degrade, 
For I am not the firit man 
Who has driv'n a dirty trade: 


Duſt 


. 


TY 
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Duſt, oh! fluſt, oh! Lrings,my bell and cries, 
My tricks if you would know them, 
Pretty early you muſt riſe ; 
Fe or watch me ſtill, 
Howe'er you will, 
I bears off many a prize, 
And if I wants to blind 'em, 
I throws Guſt in their eyes. 


Why, what's your man of honor ? 
And what's your madam. fame? 


A jilt when he has won ber, 


'hat proves a dirty name ; | 
Victory! victory! he draws his (word and cries 
In the midſt of ſlaughter find him, 
See where the ſavage flies! 
He ſpares no life, 
Nor friend nor wile, 
Where'er ue. finds a prize, 
Till death at laſt to blind him, 
Throws duſt into his eyes. 


The lawyer, the phyſician, 


And &en the learn'd divine, 


Each drives in his candition, 


As black a trade as mine. 
Fees oh! fees oh! each draws his purſe & cries 


Their confcienceican't bind em, 


The wretched patient dies. 


All prayers fail, 
And in a jail, 
The ruin'd client lies, 
Unleſs you throw to blind em, 
Gold duſt into their eyes. 


And ſo d'ye ſee men buſtle, 
To ſee who's dirty firſt, 

And one another huſtle, 
And all to raiſe the duſt. 
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Daſt oh! duſt oh! each draws his purſe & cries 
And whom old Nick behind him 
Will take, to mount up, tries: 
All ſcrambling go, 
From Friend to, foe, 
To bear away ſome prize, CE Ea 
And each throws duſt to blind kim, | | 
Plump in his neighbours eyes. 5 9 


| 4 2 ” I ; . "4 
fo YOUNG.RAKE: . 


Sung by . Bates, at the Theatre Mancl fer 


WHEN L's money I am me 
When l' 7 none I'm very lad” 
When I'm ſober I am civil, 
But when I'm drunk I'm roaring mad. 
Ri fol da doodle um, 
Likewiſe toodle teedle am, 
Not forgetting root hereye, 
And alſo fol da doodle um.— 


3 


When diſputing with a puppy, 
I convince him with a rap, 
And when romping with a girl, 
By accident I tear her cap. 
Ri fol da doodle um, Sc. 


There's a maiden in a corner, 
Round and ſound and plump and fat, k 
She and IU drink tea together, . . 
But no matter, fir, for that. REO. . 
Ri fol da doodle um, Ic. 


Now it this maiden prove with barn, '# 
As I do ſuppole ſhe be, | J 
Then like good daddy I muſt learn, | 
To dandle Jacky on my knee. 
Ri fol da doodle um De. | 
| STORMY 


0 
STORMY WINDS DO BLOW: 
EE gentlemen of England, who live at home 


at eaſe, 


Ah! little dg ye think of the dangers of the-feas 


Give ear unto the n. and they will plain- 


ly how 
| And the tears, 8 EET OO 
A. And the ſtormy winds do blow. 


In claps of roaring thunder, which darkneſs do 


enk 


orce, 
We often find our hips to ſtray beyond our 


wonted courſe, _ 
Which cauſeth great diſtraction, and inks 0 our 
hearts full low: : 
Tis in vain, 
To complain, 
When the ſtormy winds do. blow. 


If enemies oppoſe. us, when England i is at war, 
With any — nation, we fear no wounds or 


ſcars; 
'Our roarin guns mall teach "”. our * 
for to- abs. 
Whilſt they EY 
On the keel, 


When the ſtormy winds do blow. 


Then courage, all brave mariners, and never be 
afraid, 


When we have bold adventurers, we ne'er ſhall 


want trade, 
Our — 4 will 2 us to bring then 
wealth, we know; 5 
Then be bold, 
5 Work tor gold. 
When the ſtormy winds do blow. 


DROLL 


- — . 


DROLL LITTLE CREATURE. 


Sung 'by Mr. Blackmore, 1 Royal c 
WHEN dry firſt, a drol! little creature, 
They made me fip tea with my * 

And I thonght it a treat, 

If ſmall beer 1 could get, 
To 2 with my elder brother. 


Toll 4, Ec. 


father condemn'd this 

or'-! and {wore like 12 
Baw''d out © Give him ale, | 
For that will ne'er fail, | 
.—"W To make ha as B 


2 Ge. | 


But 
So h. 


From beer to good wine I — 
By a ſeries of juſt rg 
Till frie i wake 


Witch « There's a jolly et 
— with the beſt in the nation 
Doll & rell, — 


Wich bold bucks then I got a acquainted, 
At their clubs, too, prov'd —1 rous 9 'Y 
y I learn'd loud to wear, 
Like a tall grenadier, . 
And 3 drank rum or brandy. 


Toll derell, 2 


But confidesi ing all things, .earfhly, 
And life, like myſelf, > wt Hort is, 


'Tis the long odds, 1 think, * 
in a hort time 1 drink, 


Aqua vilz and a 2 &c. 
2 ME ty Nn Oe. 


DIE 


ITY 
DIE AN OLD MAID. 


WHEN 1 liv'd with my granam on yon little 
een, 5 

„e 

She oft read me lectures of prudence and care, 


And bid me, of all things, of men to beware; 
Said ſhe, they will ffatter, and lie, and deceive, 
And a” "I dear Roſe, if you dare to 
| 1EVe 2: oy 

1 t it was and indeed, was afraid 
} It would be thy hard fortune to die an old maid. 


I met with young colin one night in the grove, 
He talk'd of the joys and the pleaſures of love. 
But m r lectures ſo ran in my head 
That 1 could not attend to a word that he ſaid: 
Thought I, What a ſuſs the old women all make, 
9 think in my heart they muſt make a wiſtake ; 
For if ev'ry young girl of the men were afraid, 
Why my granam berfelt would have been an 
old maid. | 


The next time young Colin his courtſhiprenew'd 
I candidly own'd that my heart was ſubdu'd; 
He ſwore that be lov'd me as dear as his life, 
And if I'd conlent be'd make me his wife : 
Then begg'd the next morn I'd his wiches fulfil, 
1 Says I, een let grandmother ſcold as the will; 
fo gentie a twain 1 ſhalt ne et be afraid, 
And its better to marry than die an old maid. 


\ 


— 
mis NEWSMAN. 
YOU May ſing of your waggoners, ploughboys 
\ 8 IRS, 3 * 11 
Your lamplighters, ſailore, pedling jews, 
For mine's the beſt trade, you're ſure for to 
catch men, | 901 


ta all parties and influenc'd by none, and that's the 


m8 


Rich, poor, old, av ugly, all readiiig the news, 

While round, with ay papers ftraight forward 
I'm. going, | 5 | 

My maliegs they 64d me employment enough, 


| So we make out the buſineſs with puffing and 


blowing, ' 


My horn's aiter blowing whatever I puff, 


Aid bete ,n us both we contrive to Hing, 
Botherco ! ditheroo! merry and fi iE, 
My horn always made af much noiſe as it could, 
For as ſure as dear Dublin's the country for wvhiſhey 
It muſt be an ill wind that blows nobody good 


If our oracle ever ſhould fail 'tis no wonder, 

The times are complain'd of as not always right 

And ſometimes the ſun juſt by way of a Linn fax 

She ſets in the morning and riſes at night; 

Then 't would puzzle your worſhips my plan to. 

' unlock it, 3 

How often I travel regardlefs of harm, 

With the ſtar in my Hit, and the world in my 
pocket, 

And I carry a telegraph under my arm. 


And then dye fee I'm like the Public Leger, ohen 


way. { contrive to fing botheros, c. 


Then P've all the agreeable news of the nation, 


Your battles and murders and fuch pretty jokes 
Wid your parliament {peeches—och,botheration 
And the neat little things that are done by great 


foiks, 


Then I lump every accident, death, or promo» 


tion, 


Your tragedies, comedies, all in a ſtring, 


For wedlock and hanging, ſome have a notion, 


And. 


That one nooſe or tother is juſt the ſame thing. 
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And by wy conſcience I think ſo myſelf, for a man 
had berier he tuck d ufe at once, than filagu'd with a 
fer ſietual — ootheroo, ditheroo, c. 


20 | 
THE RAFT, 
Or French Arrears Liquidated . 
AS Neptune in his coral bow'r, 
Paſs'd t' other day a vacant hour, 
Diſcourtrng with his wench ; 
Tarrv, (lays he) the news above 


Will make you hugh your fill my love, 
At thofe mad folks the F rench. 


They fain Old England would invade, 
But of the means are much afraid, 
Though of the project fond ; 
Amidſt their viſionary ſchemes, 
They find it difficult it ſeems, 
& To croſs the herring hond. 


'T would be an'aukward thing to meet, 

Half way with BzaiprorT and his fleet — 
* Burnt children dread the be: 

'T is ten to one but dire miſchance 

Would happen to the ſhips of France 
From one ſo full of ire. 


They therefore'thought on ſome balloon, 


A little ſmaller than the moon, 


To jail aloſt in air; 
But from the fcarcity of gas, 
Or caſh to purchaſe it—Alas! 
The ſcheme wou'd never bear. 


They next propos'd all hands to creep, 

Through a long cave beneath the deep, 
And undermine our floor ; 

; But 
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But Tearing miſchief over head, 
This deep - laid ſcheme no better fped 
Than v2 did before. 


At length, two men of wondrous craft 
Have orders to conſtruct a rt, 
As wide as Hornslow Heath: ; 
From which their army one and all, | 
Are {worn to land *twixt Spring and Fall, 
In ſpite of Joun Buiz's teeth. 


Their caſh fubſcribers will be paid 
With int'reſt when the landing's made 
And have it in a lump; 
As ev'ry man on board the F | 
Will in his pocket, bring a Draft 
At fight—* on Aldgate pump. ”* 
4 never heard of ſuch a ſcheme, 
(Say AnPaiTRITs): fure you dream; 
x They'll all be for fiſh + 
They will be ſo (you Jade) I grant, 
That's juſt what e Directory want, 
The very thing they wiſh. “ 


then no more will feel difmay 
About their army and its pay, 

: But baniſh all their fears : 
For when the Raft is overſet,, 
II pays at once the Public Debt, 

| And liquidates Arrears ! 


— | 
DICKEY GOS$SIP'S THE MAN. 
Sung by Mi. Pena, in the Entertainimens of 
WHEN I was a youngſter I firſt was apprentic'$þ 


Unto a gay barber, fo dapper and aity; 
I next 


21 
I next was a carpenter, then turn'd-a-denitift, 
Then a tailor good lord, then an apothecary. 


CHORUS... 


Tha taylor and dentiſt but aukwardly tether, | 
In both the yocations I ſtill have my ſavings, 
* 7 * of my trades cou 1 ether, 
or barber & carpenter vi 
Bur. fu this trade or that, &. to 


ne 3 
But blundess will happen in callings ſo various, 
I fancy they happen to — me prouder 
T once gave a patient, whoſe health was pre- 
carious, . 
A terrible doſe of my beſt ſhavi der. 
© IN oh uy. apr arr wer oy 


True Courage; 


8 MN} -: 
| BUSTLING BOB BOUNCE. 
Why what's that to you, if my eyes I'ma wip- 
ing, | 
A'tear is a pleaſure, d'ye fee, in its way, 
Tis nonſenſe, for trifles, I own,. to be piping, 
But they that ha'nt E why I pities they: 
Says the captain, ſays he, I ſhall never forget it, 
It of courage you'd know lads the true from 
- the ſham, 8 
»Tis a furious lion in battle, fo let it, 
But duty appaas'd, tis in mercy a * 3 


. 


— 
There was buſtling Bob Bounce, fur the old one 


not caring, 
Helter ikelter to work, pelt away, cut and 
drive, 


n he, for his part, had notion of ſ par- 


ing, | 
And as for a foe, why he'd eat 15 alive; 
But when that he'd found an old priſoner he'd 
wounded, | 
That once ſav'd his life as near drowning he 
| ſwam, 
The lian was tam'd, and with pity confounded, 
He cried over him juſt all as one as = lamb. 


That my friend Jack or Tom I would riſcue from 
danger,. 
Or lay my ife down for each lad ir the meſs, 
Is nothing at all, 'tis the poor wonnded ſtranger, 
And the poprer the more I hall ſuccour diſtreſs; 
For ho ever their duty bold tars may delight in, 
And peril defy as a 1 a flam, 
Though a lion 2 feel ſurly pleaſure in fighting 
He'll _ oy by com paſſion when turn'd toa 
am 


The heart and the eyes, you ſee, feel the ſame 
mot ion, 
And if both ſhed their drops tis all to the 
laue end, 
And thus tis that every tight lad on the ocean, 
Sheds his blood for his country his tears for 
his friend, 
If my maxim's diſeaſe, tis diſeaſe I hail die on, 
You * nigger © and titter, I dgn't care a 
amn ! 
In me let the foe ſeek the paw of a lion. 
But the battle once ended the heart of a lamb 


=<-<O>-> 

CRAZY JANE: 
WHY, ' fair maid in every feature, 
Are ſuch figns of fear exprels'd ? 


N 
! 


'23 


Can a Wand'ring, wretched creature, 
With ſuch terror fill thy breatt ? 
Do my frenzied looks alarm thee ? 
Truſt me, fweet, thy tears are vain, 
Not for kingdoms ec harm thee, ; 
Shun not then poor Crazy Jane. 


Doſt thou weep to fee my angnith ? 
Mark.me, ahd avoid my woe, 
When men flatter, figh, and languith, 
Think them falſe—T found them fo; 
For I lov'd, oh! ſo fincerely 
None could ever love again; 
But tlte youth I lov'd fo dearly 
Stole the wits-of Crazy Jane. 


Fondly my fond heart receiv'd him, 
Which was doom'd to love but one 
He ſigh'd, he vow'd, I believ'd him, 

He was falſe and I undone; 

From that hour has realon never 

Heli her empire o'er. my brain, 
Henry fled—with him for ever, 
Fled the wits.of.. Crazy Jane. 


Now forlorn and broken hearted, _ 
And with frenzied thoughts beiet, 
On that (pot where laſt we parted— 
On that ſpot when firſt we met, 
Still I fing my love-lawn ditty—— 
Still I lowly ace the plain, 
W hilſt each E with pity 
-Cries—* God help thee E | 


— 


1 


„ DEATH OF CRAZY JANE. 

O'ER the gloomy woods reſounding, 
Far, far from the joyleſs vale, 

Deep ie heavy death-bell ſounding, 


4 


razy Jane.” 


1 


- 
* 


4 


.  ,Where 


Se. 12 thou'rt a Gidier's v wife, 
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Takis a lucklels maiden's knell ! 
Nearer on the low wind floating; 
Sweetly flows the tunefal iran : 


Pity's choir the dirge devoting 
To the ſhade of Crazy Jane. 


In the where erſt her ditty, 

Wild and loud the mourner rais'd,. _ 
While the virgins, mov'd with pity, 
Wept to find poor Jane was craz'd! | 
In that grove, in-plaintive | 
Slow Falls. the ſolemn ſtrain 

the bapleſs maiden flumbers, 
There in e refts Crazy Jane. 


In Out grapes his Hoop Aon 
| 1 e's cru 

When eee ſenle bereſt her, 

| When affiition broke her heart; 
In that e ſorbear to languith, 
Gent ins ceaſe the 

r ief and 

9 2 razy Jane. 


* 
* 
- 


SOLDIER'S ADIEU. © 


AN. adieu, my only Rfe, 
My honour calls me from thee; 


% 


. Thole tears but il] become thee. 6. 
What tho' by duty Lam calld | 
Where thand'ring cannons rattle; 
Where valour's f ſtand appalb d, 5 8 
Where valour's ſelf might ſtand appall'd, 
When on the wings of thy dear love, | 
To heaven above thy fervent oraiſons are flown : 
The tender pray'r thou © ——_ = 
Shall call a gaardiag 9 


bal 
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Shall call a guardian angel down, 
To watch me in the battle. 

My ſafety thy fair truth ſhall be, 
As ſword and buckler ferving, 

My life ſhall be more dear to me, 
Becauſe of thy prelecving. 

Let peril come, let horror threat, 

Let thund'ring cannons rattle, 

I fearleſs ſeek the confiict's heat, 
Aſlur'd when on the wings of love, 

To heaven above, &c. 


Enough,—with that benignant [mile 
Some kindred ged inſpir'd thee, 

Who ſaw thy boſom void of guile, 
Who wonder ' d and admir'd thee ; 

I go,—afſur'd,—my life! adieu, 
Tho? thund'ring canrons rattle, 

Tho” murd'ring carnage ſtalk in view, 
When on the wings of my true love, | 

| To heaven above, &c. 


O0 „- 


MURPHY DELANY, 


A favourite Comic Song, ſung by Mr. Fohannat, at 
the New Circus, Chatham-ſtreet, Manchefter, wits 
uni .erfal affelauſe. 


It was Murphy Delany fo funny and friſkey, 
Popp' i in a Sheebeen Shop to get his ſkin full 
And reePd out again pretty well lin'd with 
wilkey, ; 


# 


So fret as a Shamrock fo blind as a bull; 


| But a ceifling accident happened our rover, 


Who Ay the Quay ſide for the floor of his 
ed, Yan 

And the keelof a coal barge he juſt tumbledover 
And thought all the time he was going to bed 


And fing fillaluo, bubbabo, whack botheration, 
Ev'ry man in his himour as Kate kif7'd the ig 
B Some 
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Some folks paffing hy pull'd him out oof the river 
And got a horſe doctor his ſickneſs to mend, 
Who ſwore that poor pat was no longer a liver, 

But dead as the devil and there was an end ; 
So they ſent for the coronor's jury to try him, 
But Pat not halt liking their cowical ſtriſe, 
Fell to twiſting and turging the while they lat 
by him, 
And came (when he thought it convenient) 
to life, 
Sing fllallos, fc. 


Says Pat to the jury, your worſhips an't pleaſe 
ou, 
I don't think I'm dead fo what is't you do? 
No dead 2 the foreman! you Shallpeen be 
eaſy, 
Do you think don't the doctor know better 
than you; 

So then they went on with the buſineſs further, 
Examined the doctor about his belict, | 
Then' brought poor Delany in guilty of murder, 
And ſwore they would hang him in ſpite of 

his teeth. 
Sing fillallos, Ic. 


Bat Paddy clinch'd hold of a clumſy ſhelaty, 
And laid on the doctor who ſtiff as a poſt, 

Still {wore that it could not be Murphy Delany, 
But was ſomething alive and fo mutt b a gholt; 

The Jury began then with fear to survey him 
While he Nike the devil about him did lay, 


o they went out of hand for a Clargy to lay him 4 


But Pat laid the Clasgy and then ran away. 
2 


THE WAITER. 


pconie dine, 


AT the very beſt of houſes, where the beſt of 
And 
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And the very beſt of eatables they cater, 
Give the very beſt of ſpirits and decant the beſt 
of wine, 
I attend as a very merry waiter. 
Then a table-cloth can ſpread, neat decant my 
white and red, 
Manage matters to a charm, and with napkin 
under arm 
Can a tkinflint, or jolly fellow tell whether 
they'll come down, 
Gold, a tiiſey, or a crown, ſo treats em as I 
find em ill or well. 


And when nejſy, roaring, drumming, tingling, ring- 
ling, I erics coming, coming, coming, coming com- 
ing, coming, coming, coming; going in, madam, 
coming n, fir, damn the bells they're all ringing a: 


once, 


In the very beſt of meetings, why I always likes 
to ſhare, 


Whole bottles, ſometimes broke, why then I 
{nack it: 
In that I'm quite at home, ſo it travels you know 
where, | 
Sally chambermaid and I flily crack it, 
She a 1 mad e, juſt by warming of 
a , 


So I think it not amiſs, now & then to ſnatch 


a kils, 
For you know I love Sally very well. 


So hob nobbing as we chat, looking, loving, 


and all that, 


In our ears they're ever ringing ſuch a peal: 
Miſſus, maids, all bawling, — 


Tingling, jingling, I cries coming, &c. 
Jour, devil ſome biſcuits and take em up to the An- 


2 om, you take care of No. 21, fall take of 
No. I . | 


A fnipe 


A ſnipe there once was order'd, lach an ar- 
ticle we'd not, 
4. to 2 a cuſtomer unwillin 
plover was ſerv'd up, the gemman wote no 
bill *t had got; 
Says I (wallow it, I'll foon bring the bill in. 
Thus I jokes, aud gaily talk, whe poor maſter 
jokes with chalks, 


And jingling glaſſes drink, white I jingle in 


the chink. 
| Cad) he breaks, and I buy in, whocar'tell ; 
Sally Miſſus then is made, up to every ler- 
vant's trade, 
We are certain ſure your 2 r honqur's to do well; 
Brifk and bufy, no 2 drumming, 


Tingürg, jingling, I cries coming, &6 - 


Fame: take care of No. 4. and fee that Sam Ctller- 
Alan ſends u firick d bottles, they” re a Jhabby Let, 
ani may nchen, lie them (g ain. Arr. Na- 
Tin eto my Lor the Star and Garter, and Laws: 
v Lattitat v Devil. He's going there Aimſolr, 

fir, tie knows the way very well. 


* 


0 


JACK RATLING. 


JACK RAT LIN was the ableſt ſeaman, 
None Fe him could hand, reeſ, or ſteer: 

No daig'cous tuil but he'd, engounter, 
With Kill and in contempt of fear. 

Ia fight like a lion; the batfle ended, 
Meek as the eating jab he'd prove; 

Thus Jack had manners, courage, merit, 
Yet he did Ich, and ail for love. 


Tbe hana the gun, the flowing liquor, 
Far * 4 of thele had Jack regard. 

He, while his meſswates were carouting. 1 
L 
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High fitting on the pendant yar d, 
Would think on the ſair one's beauties, 

Swore never from ſuch charms to rove ; 
That truly he'd adore them living, 

And dying ſi gh to end his love. 


The ſame expreſs the crew commanded 
Ovee more to view their native land, 
_ Amongſt the reſt, brought Jack ſome tidings— 
Wou'd it had been his love's fair hand! 
Ob fate! her death defac'd the letter; 
Inſtant his pulſe forgot to move; 
With quiv'ring lips, and eyes uplitted, 
He heav'd a figh—and dy's tor love. 


——0 5 — 


HoLIDAT TIME. 
8 Tune. The Pyeman. 
| | OH! health and long lite to you all, 


My maſters and miſtreſſes too; 
Once again I am here at your call, 
To fay from my heart—How d'ye do? 
*T is holladay time as you know | 
And the coach 2 crouded I drive, 


But the beſt fare of all—gee oh; 
Is to ſee my old friends all alive. 
8 Ei- ume ti · idity- um, od. 85 
A Oh! could you but ſee what odd folks, 


I drive in- my carriage and four; 
Why, truly in ſpite of all jokes, 
17 You'd laugh if you ne'er laugh'd before; 
For here is a poor little taylor, 
Squeaking out for more room pretty oft, 
And there with his girl fits a ſailor, as 
Who bundles poor ſtiich up aloft. 
Ri- um- ti-idity-um, c. 
th | | Now 


W _— CW — 


% . 
n — — ——— 
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Now here is old ſhort-weight the baker, 
And here is a virgin from Wapping, & I 
Next to her fits a prim looking quaker, 
With Bobby the beau, ſam'd for hopping 
Then there is a city apprentice, 
And likewiſe a gentleman's lacquey, 
With poll out, the great puffing dentift, 
And the milliner's man, maſter Jackey. 


Ri-um-ti-idity-um, Ec, . | 
| 
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Then there is—Oh dear! how you ſqueeze 
With ſhambling Joey the ſawyer— 

Little Snob, rather lame in his knees, , 
With half of the devil the lawyer; | 

But what are their callings to me ? 2B 
Or how they are cramm'd, fol drive oht 


Yet 1 queer ones you fee, i 
And in holliday time all alive, oh. 1 
Ri- um-ti-idity-um, Fe. 5 a 
X * i 
« 
SUNG IN THE MOUN rAINEERS. 
FAINT and wearily the way-worn traveller, as 
Plods 2 afraid to ſtop; | 
Wand'ring drearily, a fad unraveller * 
Of the mazes tow'd the mountain's top: © 
64 


in 
Conn appearing as he's nigh to drop ; 
Oh ! how britkly then the way-worn traveller 
Threads the mazes tow'rd the mountain's top! 


5 


| 


Though ſo melancholy a day bas pats'd by, 
Twould be folly now to think on't more; 
Blithe and jolly he the cag holds faſt by, 
As he's fittng at the goathard's door. 
Eating, quaſting, at you labours laughing, 
Petter far, by half, in ſpirits than before 5 1. 


f 
l 
Doubting, tearing, while his courle he's fteer- 


* 


Oh! how merry then the reſted traveller 
s Seems, while fitting at the goatherd's deor. 


5 . 
6 NEPTUNE'S PROPHECY. 


WHEN Neptune our iſle from the deep had 
| lurvey'd, | 
| Saw its baſe was a rock, and its cliffs bright 
array'd; 
| That our oaks and our men had hearts fit for war 
| In ſtrains thus prophetic he ſpoke from his car; 
| „Brave Albion to thee I give the wide fea, 
„For thy bulwark, thy honour, and ggory ; 
By thy feats on the main thou ſhalt ever main- 
« « An empire immortal in ltory. ſtain, 


dom divine, | 
„% Thy foes will deep plot, and nations combine; 
But thy tars, all heroic,, ſhall battle each aim, 
« And ſupport o'er the ocean thy country's juſt 
claim. « For Albian, &c. 


| « *Gainſt thy commerce, poſfeſſions, and free- 


« Batt'ring raſts, hulks, and ſhips, in hoſtile 
array, 
« Thy es with proud menace will often diſplay | 
„% But while v'er the waves thy dread thunders 
ſhall roll, 
« Thy rights and thy laws they ſhall never con g 
troul. | « For Albian, &c. 


* 
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This gift of Neptune we facred will keep, 
And reign his vicegerents o'er all the wide deep 
By freedom inſpir'd, and valour's renown, 
Our realm we'll defend, conſtitution & crown. - 
Then britons, tince we 
Find the rule of the fea 
Our bulwark, our honour, and glory; 


=> — a wa. . 


"*S. 


we 
. « 
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By our feats on the main 
Let us ever maintain 
An empire immortal in ſtory. 


— 05 > 


THE COACHMAN. 


TW As about ten o'clock when we firſt ſet 
out, | 

And thro' London and St. George's fields made 

a rout ; | [hoy ! 

There was no need to bawl out--Greenwich, a- 

For infide and out was well crammed, my boy: 


Hy, ay, we had them of all forts and fizes, mill:- 
ners and mantua-makers, Jhofrmen, and *frrentices ; 
ay, and two or trhee tailers withtherr cuſtomers clothe; 
en, all cramm d in 


ny 
Whip away, daſh-along, hy, ge ho! &c- 


= filk handkerchief gives all the girls delight, 

hich is ty'd in a bow round my ſqueezer ſo 
tight ; 

And then at theſe times I ſports every thing new; 

F rom the hat on my head, damme, down to my 
ſhoe. 


And then Pm the clev'reft uli going: was but 
i other day, turning hare v the corner, I Het 
an old woman and aſihle- all; I loves fun, and 
blem me tight into 4 gin-hoje if wa nt off before the 
old woman could ſay- Holo flops that feller there, 
with his Whip away, &c. 


* 


New I've got to my journey's end as ſound as 
a roach, | 
I'll juſt run you o'er the contents of my coach: 
The firſt was a prude, with a viſage quite tar:, 
With her back te the horſes, like a thief in a 
cart. | 
dnl 


| 
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And it war- Lord ouly look at that imme: 


creature, © dare be beund fle ant ſeventeen, and yet 
/he is ogling and leering at cory fellow he meets; oh ! 
foe, fer Name; fye, for ſhame ; what will this world 
conte to. Come, ezme, Dina, ſays her brother, you 
forget whon I found you behind the harlur dber vil 
% Cafetain -' Phaw ! brother, accidents will happen 
femetimes, with my Whip away, &c, 


A ſailor, good-natur'd and briik as a bee, 

Making pleatant remarks on each object he fee 

A Welchman, a Scot, and a vat! number more, 

And a Paddy from Cork, with his back *gaiutt 
the door. 


Och ! Blood and rowns, ſays he, how cool it is neu; 
Poe fpulld nf the windows to Reefs out the heat, — 
Arrah ! fait, heney, and then que're ſurrounded on 
three fides with @ cloud of duſt, juſt lite à jiarty of 
fot foldicys en herſeback ; och! to be ſure and it ts 
very firetty fetching a walk in theſe 

Whip away, &c. 


But juſt as we got within fight of the town, 

As the devil would have it, the coach it broke 
down, 

At this fad miſhap all my gueſts look'd queer, 

But none more than Tender a pretty litile dear, 


Dann ye, ye ſcoundrel, ſays he, why didn't you 
look to yowr coach before you came out? So 1 did, 
/ays 1, you little frin-fticking ſon ofa ————. You 
lie, dumme, ſays le. Don't give me the lie, ſays 1, 
or {1 hall be at to give you a taſte of my 


Or 


NONG TONG PAW. 


JIHN BULL for paſtime took a prance, 
Some time ago to peep at France, 


To 
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To talk of ſciences and arts, 

And knowledge gain'd in foreign parts; 
Monſieur obſequious, heard him ſpeak, 
And anſwered him in Heathen Greek, 
To all he asked, bout all he ſaw, 
Twas Monkeur je vous nen tends pas. 


John to the Palace Royal came, 

Its ſplendour almoſt Pruck him dumb, 

I ſay, whoſe houſe i: that there here? 
Heſſe! j= vous nen tends pas, Monſieur. 
What! Nong tong paw again crics John, 
This fellow is ſome mighty Don, 

No doubt has plenty for the maw, 
I'll breakfaſt with this Non tong paw. 


John ſaw Verſaillies from Mark's height, 
And cry'd aſtonifh'd at the fight, 
Whole fine eltare is that there here? ; 
Stat! je vons nen tends pas, Monſieur, 
His! what the land and houſes too? 
This fellow's richer than a Jew, 
On every thing he lays his claw, 
I ſhould like to dine with Non tong paw. 


Next tripping came a courtly fair, 

ohn cry'd, enchanted with her air, 

hat lovely wench is that there here ? 

Ventch ! je vous nen tends pas, Monb eur. 
What, he again! upon my lite, 
A palace, lands, and then a wife, 
Sir Joſbua might delight to draw, 
I could like to lup with Non tong pax. 


But hold, whofe fumeral's that cry'd John, 
Je vous nen tends pas; what, is he gone! 
Wealth, fame, and beauty, could not fave 
. Poor Non tong paw, then, from the grave : 
His race is run, his game is up, 


I'd with him breakfaſt, dine, and ſup, 


But 


Zut 
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But ſince he chuſes (o withdraw, 
Good night t'ye, Monfieur Non tong paw. 


—< <O>->- 


A SCOTCH SONG. 


And gin ye meet a bonny laſt, 
Gie'er a kiſs, and let her gae; 
But if ye meet dirty huſſy, 
Fy gar rub her o'er wi fſtrae. 
Be fure you dinna quit the grip 
Of ilka joy when ye are young, 
Befare auld age your vitals nip, 
And lay you twafauld o'er a rung. 


Sweet youth's a blithe and heartſome time; 


Then lads and laſſes while tis May, 
Gae pu' the gowan in its prime 
Before it wither and decay. 


Watch the faſt minutes of delyte, 


When Jenny ſpeaks beneath her breath, 
And kiſſes, lving a' the wyte 
On you if ſhe keep ony skaith. 


Haith ye're ill-bread, ſhe'll ſmiling (ay, 
Ye'll worry me, ye greedy took: 
Syne fra your arms ſhe'll rin away, 
And hide herſelf in ſome dark nook. 
Her laugh will lead you te the place 
Where lies the happineſs you want, 
And plainly tell you to your face, 
Nineteen nae lays are half a grant. 


Now to her heaving boſom cling, 


And {weetly toolie for a kits : 
Upon her finger ho5p a ring, 

As taiken of a future bliſs. 
Theſe benniſons, I'm very ſure, 

Are of the gods indulgent grant : 


Then 
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Then furly arls, whisht, forbear. 
To plague us with your whming cant. 


4 >» 


TOLLY ROVING TAR. 


T'M a jolly roving tar, ſearing neither wound 
nor (car, | 
And many torlifh breezes have I ſeen: 


When the grog is given out at a baitle or a 
| boozing bout, 


Tom never was the lubber to give in, 


On ſhore (my hearts) or board a ſhip, good hu- 
mour with me takes a trip; 


Tis yeo, yeo, yeo ! drink and kiſs the laſſes: 
Drink away, that's your filay ! 
Fal de ral, tal lal le ; drink and kiſs the laſſes. 


Fitted out a cruiſer tight, in a breeze I take | 
delight, 
And fighting's my fair weather I allow ; 


Juſt like new ones at a play, we tars have ſuch 
a taking way, 


To always take the enemy in tow : 
Fearing neither fin nor wing, at our guns we 
gaily ſing, 
Yeo, yeo, ye, Oc. 


A'n't we built the main to rule? In warm births 
we take it cool.; 


Swimming eaſy, rough and {mooth, ftorm or 
.calm : 


With our rhino freely part, help a meſswate 
hand and heart; 


In friendfhip nought can cool us, we're fo 
warm, 
On ſhore our jolly cargo's glee, and in the trough 
of Neptune's fea 


Tit yeo, yeo, yeo ! EI. That 


37 
That grog I love you know's my boaſt ; and was 


I every heart to toaſt 
That leads Britannia's crew to victory, 
Make the ſea grog their healths to quaff; before 
before that I could drink them half 
I'm farten that the ocean would be dry. 
$0 here goes that the world appals: Old Eng- 
land, and her wooden walls!“ 


Yeo, yeo, yeo-! drink, drink, and kiſs the laſict. 
<< (pom 


| SAM SPLICE'M. 
SAM Splice'm d'ye mind me is one of thoſe boys 


Who ſrom bazard or danger ne'er flinckes ; 
He as well can ſail thro' the world's buſtle and 
noiſe | 
As any tight lad of his inches, 
For Sam had a ſweeheeart and meant to be wed, 
When a titling accident knock'd up his plan; 
He found ſbe had married another initead ; 
Sam ſigh'd but his courage pluck'd up like a 
man : 
Let her go if ſhe will, tis but folly to forrow ; 
I a ſtorm comes to-day why a calm comes to- 
morrow, 


„Let her go,” &c. 


Sam ſail d to the Indies, and fafely came back, 
After braving hard knocks and fou weather; 
Of rupee: in his cheſt he had more than à lack, 
And his heart was as light as a leather ; 
While himſelf with his trealure was haſt'ning 
aſhore 
A prelsgang prevented his reaching the land; 
And his cheſt of rupees, why he never ſaw more, 
For the rogues knew the cargo of what they'd 
in hand; 
Yet 
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Yet it eoſt honeſt Sam little more than a ſigh, 


„For“ ſays he, © all this here will rub off when 
it's dry.“ 


Sam _ return'd with his pocket well 
mn'd, 
Yet his cloth was too ſhabby for wearing : 
So determin'd no more it ſhould ſhake in the 
wincl, 
From a bumbnat he purchas'd repair ing; 
Thus when Sam was new rigg'd, his trowſers 
defpis'd 
He tlirew into the fea, when a thought ſtruck 
his nod ; | 
And fure no poor devil was e'er ſo ſurpris'd 
Wien he ſound ail his caſh had been leſt in 
his fob: : 
Some foiks would have cry'd but our Sam had 
more lenle, 
„For, (avs te, „ 'twilt be all one a hundred 
years hence.“ 


Sam was going again for freſh rhino to work, 
When his uncie (a lucky wind falling) 
Left Sam all his wealth for a terrible Turk 
With old Davy tor caſh had no calling: 
Then Sam, having gold, didn't long want a wife 
And, what's better, his laſs to her failor 
roves trag! 
With his grog and his girl he floats eaſy thro” 
life, | 
And laughs at the troubles he formerly knew ; 
& For,” favs Sam, © un this maxim you tate 
may depend, yy 
When things come to the worſt why they're 
fartin to mend. 


LITTLE 
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LITTLE DANDY O. 
0 When I was a boy, and a pretty little boy, 
With my little curly head of hair ſo ſandy O, 
All the damſels uſed to cry, 
What a ſunny rogue was I, 
And they chritten'd me the pretty little dandy O 


But when I older grew, and ſomething better 
knew, 
Than ſucking lillipops, and ſugar candy O, 
Lord ! I pleas'd them night and day, 
And the damfels uſed to jay— 
Oh! the pretty little fellow is the dandy O. 


O then to end the ſtrife, Lord! I got a little wiſe 
With a pretty little waiſt ſo handy O, 

Aye, and then I got a lad, 

Juſt the picture of his dad, 
And they chritten'd him the pretty little dand O 


Now ſpouſy day and night, oh! ſhe calls me her 
slight 
Her ſugar (weet, and pretty Triſtam Shandy O 
Ant then fo ſweet am I 
When | go to lullaby, 
That ſhe (wears I'm the pretty little dandy O. 


0 


SAINT MONDAY. 
Or the laſ hy Cobler. 
T WAS Monday morn the ſmiling day 
Came dancing from the eaſt, 
When Criſpin, full of mirth and play, 
Set out with joy confeit : 
His aul and laſt were laid. aſide, 
To ſuddle he ſet out; | 
On Monday it was Crilpin's pride 
To puſh the quart about. 


In 
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In vain it was that flippant Nell 
Her tongue did luudly rap, 

For that her noiſe he ſoon might quell, 
He thow'd his {fon fi , 

She knew the ſign, had teit its ſmart, 
So made no turther rout ; 

But let him go with all her heart 
To puſh the quart about. 


With jolly cratts he paſs'd the day, 
And ply'd the skittle bowl; 

All work won't do without fome play, 
St. Monday cheers the foul ; 

Frem morn till night he drank and play'd, 
And {ung with jovial heart— 

„ Come brother Crifpin (oft he ſaid) 

Let's puch about the quart.”* 


The ſun departed to the weſt, 

And ſtarry night came on, 

When fill'd with porter of the beſt, 
Twas time no to be gone; 

He ſtagger home, and went to bed, 
No trouble in lus heart; 

Yet in his dreams, this fil'd his head, 
Let's puſh about the quart.'" 


4-4) pope 


SONG 
Sung by Mr. Jelannot, in Men Haan. 
ZOUNDS! I cannot chaſe but wonder 
How | came to be a king : 
Sure there is ſome curled blunder ; 
But no matter 1 will ting, 
Lounds I eannut, &c. 


Then, when I'm ſeated on my throne, fir, 
SHOUS a flave give me the lie, 


os 


With 


41 


With a high and mighty tone, fir, 
Take that fellow's head, fays J. 


Oh! when Pm ſeated, &c. 


Oh! I ſhall have ladies plenty, 
When I love to kiſs and toy, 
For tho not turn'd of one and twenty, 
Mam ſays I'm a pretty boy, 
Oh ! I hall, &c. 


0 


BRAVE HAI. 
Tuna —— * Tom Bowling.” 


HERE, full of (cars, lies brave Hal Brazen, 

For whom the corps has griev'd; 
He'll ne'er ſtand centry for this reaſon, 

By death he's now reliav'd : 
A handſome hero he was counted, 

And brave with all, tis ſaid ; 
The guard By him's no longer mounted, 

He reſts in. honour's bed. 


Hal never from his corps deſerted, 
He'd face a bowl or ſword ; 

His regiment he oft diverted, 
And Poll, his wife, ador'd, 

How oft did he againſt the foe march, 
Purſuing all that fled ; 

Farewell his quick ſtep, and his flow march, 
He halts in konour's bed. 


Yet Hal above ſhall be promoted, 
When his commander great, 
T' advance the brave, the good, the noted, 
Will give his orders ftrait ; 
To handie arms when word is given, 
And trumpets call the dead, 
Hab 


24> as. 


427 


Hal, to be billetted in heaven, 


Shall wake from honour's bed. 
0 


BILLY MOOR. 


AN honeſt Tar, and freſh from ſea, 
With heart juſt where it ouglt to be, 
Thus hail'd voung Billy Moor : 


What cheer, my lad ?—Misfortune's gale; 


Hath torn I ſee thy tatter'd fail, 
For thou art wreck'd and poor. 


The ſimple boy his ſtor y true 

Told with a bluſhing fweetneſs too, 
Then heav'd an heart fick figh! 

But God is good, tho” man's unkind ; 

Paſs on !—my ſufferings never mind, 
He ſoon will let me die! 


Jack's.heart with manly feeling yearn'd: 
+ More than his purſe in pocket burn'd,. 
And that jor once was cram'd ; 
Firſt wip'd the ſpray from either eye 
« Die Meſsmate! — was the Tar's repiy,. 


If thou Coſt, I'll be d- 


„Bear up! I have thee ſaſe in tow, 
I' ht thee ſtraight to face the foe, 

And cope with death, d'ye lee! ”” 
He had nim rigg'd the next ſpping tide ;. 
His locker full, and well ſupply'd, 

Bore Billy moor to- ſea. 


When there, the boy, with grateful heart, 
Applauded, pay's his ſtated part, 
And ſcorn'd. te flinch, or run; 
But oft would bleſs the happy day 
That bore him from diſtreſs away. 


To ferve Jack Mizen's gun. 
COME 
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SALLY's WARE. 


COME buy poor Sally's wooden ware, 
Who all for money barters, 

My pins, my toys, my ſhoe-knots rare, 

y bodkins, . and garters; 

Full cheap my various goods I ſell, 
Thro' village, ſtreet, or alley; 

In London, where lm known full well, 
They call me pretty Sally. | 


Now thus from town to town I ſtray, 
Light hearted, free from ſorrow, 
And when I eat my meal to-day, 
I care not for to-morrow : 
So ne'er again I'll London lee, 
But range each hill and valley; 
Come buy a trifle, fir, of me, 
And think of little Sally. 


— 


THE HONEY MOON. 


MAIDENS, wou'd you know with me, 
What is true felicity, 

Then no longer fingle ſtay, 

Marry, girls, without delay, 

Let the parſon join vour hands, 

Live and love in Hymen's bands : 


Then you'll find both late and ſoon, 
All your lives & honey moon, 


A ſweet, a tender honey moon. 


Marriage, ladies, is a bliſs, 
None, ah! none that's wile ſhou'd mils; 
But let caution be your guide, 
When you with to be a bride : 
Chooſe 
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Choofe the lad, who ſcorning pelf, 
Loves you only for yourſelf, 


Then you'll find, &c. 


Hymen may by fools be ſcoff'd, 
But his chains are kind and loft : 
For what joy can women trace, 
Like a huſband's fond embrace! 
Haſte then girls, at Hymen's call, 


Marry, marry, one and all! 
Then you'll find, &c. 


40> >= 


MESSMATES AT SEA. 


OLD Oakham, Mainbrace, honeſt Jack, 
Mat Midſhip too was there; 

Who'd the compas box, knew every tack, 
And could hand, reef, and ſteer: 

The glaſſes jingled, mirth went round, 
We troll'd a merry glee; 

And while carouting on dry land, 
To our meſſmates drank at fea. 


Sall Spriggins who was there, d'ye mind, 
(And ſhe was all my pride,) 

Said, while with tears her eyes were blind, 
And we fat fide by fide: 

Dear Jack, ſays ſhe, my heart will break, 
W hen you are far off from me; 

Lord, Sail, ſays I, a noggin take. 
Jo our me{{mates out at ſea. 


A thouſand other toaſis we gave, 
With mirth our cabins ring ; 
May a Briton never be a flave— 
The Navy—George our King. 
At 
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At leagth from toping I ne'er ſhrunk, 
It ſomehow ſeem'd to me 

I could fee the plaineſt when blind drunk, 
To my meſſmates drink at fea. 


Love of our ifle my heart commands, 
For Britons fame I burn; 

W here native freedom pipes all hands, 
And itops from ſtem to ſtern : 

From death or glory I Il ne'er ſhrink, 
But douſe lite's colours free; 

And while at anchor here I drink, 
To my meſsmates out at ſea. 


20 — 


THE CHRONOLOGY OF FASHION. 


WHEN Eve and Adam firſt were wed, 
On dreſs they threw no thought away, 
No faſhions, like our great folks, led, 
Nor filks nor ſatins bought away; 
Of petticoat, coat, hat, or wig, 
They never (aw a particle, 
They wore a leaf nor car d a fig, 
For any other article. 


Sing tol de rol, de riddle lol, 


Titum, titum, mahle tol, 


They wore a leaf, &c. 


But faſhion ſoon beat up recruits, 

New modes in haſte came ſtalking in, 
For Nimrod wore a pair of boots, 

Tho' not like ours for walking in: 
When Charles the ſecond bore be way, 

They were a fet of merry gigs, 
'Twas then the ton was damaway, 

In ſquare toe'd pumps and perriwigs. 


Sing tal de rol, . 


Queen 
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Queen Beis no tippet wore, or muff, 
So fond of plaits and quillery, f 
With patteboard look ing three-fold ruff, 
Laas valily like a pillory: 
The ladies too, of ancient fame, 
Wuh wailt ſo taper, long and ſmall, 
Nor like dur modern taſty dames, k 
For now they wear no waiſt at all. 


Sing tol de ral, Ec, 


Yet ſachion guides the hand of art, 
Gives commerce circulation too, | 
To poverty can wealth impart, : 
And ſpur to emulation too: | 
So may our high born, beautecus fair, 
In whatever mode they dreſs them all, 
Great Briton's produce ever wear, 
And then the poor ſhall bleſs them all. 


Sing tol de rol, &c. 


\ CINE 
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FEMALE AUCTIONEER. 


WELL, here 1 am, and what of that? 
Methinks 1 hear you cry ; 
4 Why, Jam come, and that is pat, 
To tell, it you will bu 
A Female Auctioneer I ſtand 
Yet, nat to feek for pelf, 
Ah! no! the lot I have in hand, 
Is no to fe!l myſelf! 
And I'm going, going, going, going? 
Who bius for me? | 


Ye Batchelors, I look at you; 
And pray don't deem me rude ; 
Nor rate me either ſcold or ſhrew; 
.A-coquet or a prude : 


Mu 
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My heart and hand I offer fair, 
And ſhou'd you buy the lot, 

I ſwear I'll make you e'er my care, 
When Hymen ties the knot. 

And I'm going, going, goin ing! 
NN 


Tho' ſome may deem me pert or ſo, 
Who deal in idle ſtrife ; . 


j Pray, where's the girl, I wiſh to know, 
. Wor'd not become a wife ? 

. At leaſt, [ own, I really wou'd, 

; In ſpite of all alarms; 


Dear Bachelors, now be {o goed, 
Do take me to your arms; 

For I'm going, going, going, going! 
W hu bids for me ? 


4K. 0 * 
* 
. SONG. 
' Sung by Mr. Banifter, -_ in the Children m the | 


THERE was Dothery Dump, who would mut- 
ter and mump, 
And cry © My dear Falter, heigho !”” 
But no ſtep the could take, would wy conſta 
; ſhake— | 


For ihe had a timber toe. 


There was Rebecca Role, withheragneline noſe 
Who cried, for you Walter | die,” 

5 5 But I laugh'd 223 glance, ſhe threw at me 

* askance, 

For ſhe had a gimblet eye. 


There * Tabitha Twiſt, had a mind to be 
1d, 
Aud made en my heart an attack; 
But 
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But her love I derided—for ſne was lopſided, 19 
And curſedly warp'd in the back. | 


There was Barbara Brian, who always *as Cry- 
in 

Dear youth put an end to my woes,“ 

But to fave in her head all the toars that are 


ſhed, | 
Nature gave her a bottle. 
——0— 
MY MOTHER GOT MARRIED. 


MY mother got married, my father got me, 
I grew up and got loving of Moggy, 
My daddy got angry, and lent me to (ea, 
And poor I for vexation got groggy. 
The voyage got finiſh'd, and [| like a flat, 
All the money I got daily carried 
To Moggy. what then? I got nothing by that, 
For ſhe like a flut had got maried. - 


I once got her premiſe to wed, lo the law 
For my money ſoon got an employer; 
I got plenty of promiſes, latin and jaw, 
And whoever got more from a lawyer ? 
Ot the ſport I gut fick, and ſoon threw up the 
ame, 
For my caſh by the ſharks had got eaten, 
(Got into the Nile, and with Nelfon got tame, 
While the French got moſt damnabty beaten. 


So now I've got honour and glory, and gold, 
To ſome true-hearted giri Iii be Peering, 
I've got one in my eye, and you needn't be tofd 

This here Lu (heros her prurſe) will ſoon get 
me a hearing. | 
Then with ſhot in a locker, a wife and a cot 
Tobacco, grog, flop, and no purſer, _ 
I'll kt down contented with what I have got, 
And may each honeſt tar do no worſer. * 
| BEN. 


Selim. Fatima, 
Fati. Well Selim, 


”Y 


= end Bo --4* SG gs K — — - 
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SONGS IN BLUE-BEARD. 


Selim & Fatima. 
Selim. Twilight glimmers o'er the ſleep, 
Fatima! Fatima! wakeſt thou dear ? 
Grey ey'd morn begins to 
Fatima! Fatima! Selim's here, 
Here are true-love's cords attaching, 
To your window—Lift ! Lift ! 
Fati, . Deareſt Selim I've been watching; 
Yes I ſee the filken twiſt. 
Selim. Down, down, down, down, down! 
Down the ladder gently trip; 
| Pit a pat, pit a pat, haſte thee dear, 
Fati. O! I'm (ure my foot will lip! 


Selim. Do not fear, 
Both. Pit a pat, pit a pat, pit a pat, 
Pit a pat, pit a pat, pit a pat. 


20 > 


SONG.—BEDA. 


HIS r eyes were back as jet, 
Chica, chica, chica, cho. 
Can ! my lovely Turk forget ? 
Ohl never, never, never, no! 
Did he not watch till night did fail, 
And fail in filence on the ſea ; 
Did he not climb our fea-grit wall, 
To talk fo lovingly to me? 


O4. his u eyes, Se. 
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His li e of the coral hue 
This tooth of wory ſo white, 


But * buried fron from my view, 
Who gaze to me ſo much delight! 
uld tender lovers part, 
W why ſhould fathers cruel be, 
Why did he banifhtrons my heart, 
"& bows ſo full af es os me, 


bas Auel ., Sc. 
— 


td kind 


White peudse, I theught on my love, 
The moon, on the inountains was none ; 
And Philomel, don in the grove, 


Broke (Weetly: the flence of night. 


1 wiſh that the-dear drop would flow ! 
"= I felt too moch anguiſh to weep ; 
"Till morn, with the weight of my woe, 
I ſunk on my pillow to fleep. 


Methought that my love as I lay, 
His ringlets all clotted with gore, | 
In the paleneſs of death ſeem'd to Tay, 


© Alas! we muſt never meet more. 


6 Yes, yes! my belored! we muſt part, 
* The fteel of my rival was true; 
© The aſſaſſin has ſtruck em that heart. 


Which beat with ſuck fervour for you.” 


Or 


SONG—SHACABAC. | 
A ſond huſband will, after a conjugal ſtriſe, 


_ «als, . 9 the neck of his 
But 


* — — 


Wher 


51 


But Abomekque's wife other conduct may dread 
When he falls on her neck, 'tis to cut off her 
head. 


How wing Hons are when the wife plays the 


Will argne the point with ber, calmly and cool ; 

The —_— who don't reliſh debates of this 
, ort, 

Cuts the women as well as the argument ſhort. 


But whatever her errors 'tis mighty unfair, 

To cut off the head juſt as if twere all hair; 
For, this truth is maintain'd by philolophers ſtill 
That the — grows again but the head never 
ö Will. 


And among all the baſef! ſure he is moſt baſe, 

Who can view then demoliſh'd a woman's ſweet 
face ? | 

Her charms might the malice of devils diſarm, 

And the devil take him who would offer her arm 


"<-4()>- > 


 SONG—IRENE. 


Moving to the melody of muſic's note, 
Oblecve the turkiſh fair advance, 
Lightly as the geſſamin ſhe ſeems to fleet, 
hrough the mazes of the dance, 
Sporting is the meaſure, | | 
Ihrilling is the plealare, 
While in merry glee the ſexes join; 
Deeper bluſhing roſes 
Every cheek diſcloſes 
Eyes witlf Juſtre bine. 


Moving to the melody, c. 


When the lover takes her glowing band, 
| With 
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With manly grace and eaſe, 

Can the dancing female then withſtand 
The gentle ſqueeze ? 
No—hſhe gives him then 
So languiſhing a glance, 

Grown tender, fott, and melting with 
the dance. 

Cupid, cupid—god of hearts, 
Dancing ſharpens all your darts ! 


Moving to the melody, Oc. 
—0— 


SONG—IBRAHIM. 


MAJOR DOMO am! 
Of this grand family, 
My word thro” the caſtle prevails, 
. I'm appointed the head, | 
That muſt keep up the dread, 
And the pomp of my ſon-in-law's tail, 


I ſtrut as fine as any Mecaw, 

I'll change for down my bed of ſtraw, 
On perquiſites 1 lay my paw, 

I pour wine flily down my maw, 


1 ſtuff good victuals in my craw ; 


"Tis a very fine thing to be father-in-law 
To a very magnificent theee-tail'd Bathaw ! 


The ſlaves black and white, 
Of each ſex own my right, 
I command full three hundred and ten ; 
The females I'll kits, | 
But it won't be amiſs 
To fright them with thumping the men. 


I ſtrut as fine, &c. 


At the head of affairs, 
Turn 


— > r 


>| 
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Turn me out, then, who dares ? 

Let them prove the head pilfers and ſeals ; 
No three-tail'd Bathaw, 
Kicks his ſather-in-law, 

And makes his head take to his heels, 


I ſtrut as fine, &c. 


— 0 


SONG—SHACABAC AND BED. 
Yes Beda, thus Beda, when I melancholy grew 
This finking heart tinking, foon did drive away 
When hearing, ſounds charming, then I blithe 

and jolly grew, * 
How do you white to your Shacabac I play, 
Tink tink a tink a link my ſweet guitar ſhall 

cheer you, s 
Clink clink a clink a clink, fv gaily let us fing, 
Tink tink a tinka tink what pleaſure tis to hear 
T ou, 2 

While ſo neatly you fo ſweetly, ſweetly touch 

the ſtring. 


Onee fighing, fick dying, ſorrow hanging over 

Faint weary, ſad dreary, on the ground I 1: y, 

There mourning, deep groauing Beda did dif- 
cover me, 

Strange ſoothing, care ſmoothing,l began to play 


Tink tink a tink, &c. 
— 05 — 9 ——ů 


BEN BOWSPRIT. 


Sung by Mr. Fohannat, at Aftley's Amphitheatre, 
BEN Bowſprit I am, and a true jolly boy, 
Pull away, pull away ſo funuy, 


I was always the firſt for to pipe hands a-hoy, 
- When 
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When the fignal was out to be hogs 
I could weathex all ſeas like a true jolly dog, 
With the bel be that ever went a hopping 
But the ocean I like is the ocean of grog, 
Pull away, pull away, pall I fay— 
What Tye think of Ben Bowſprit of Wapping ? 


My grandfather bulg'd with a freighting of fli 
Pall away, pull — lo friſley, . 1 

Old Davy contriv'd my dad's cable to ſhip, 
One day over laden with whiſky: 

Then _ chriſtian name; it was brandy- 

d Nan, | 
'Twas gin to old Nick ſent her hopping ; 

So the family's cauſe I keep up while I can, 
Pull away, pull away, pull I fay— 

What d'yethink of Ben Bowiprit of Wapping ? 


Avaſt, now, don't think that I'd launch out a lie 


Pall awa Il away, fo groggy ; 
Don't you 2 the ſervice I've bung'd ap one 
eye, | 


And t'other eye grows rather 


Then to ſtand on I've ſcarcely a leg left behind, 


And hould death other day-light be ſtopp- 
Why the worſt you can lay, is—He's drunk till 
d 
Pull away, pull away, pull I ſay 
What elbe of Ben Bowsprit of Wapping ! 


0 — 


A JOLLY & TRUE HEARTED FELLOW. 
WITH my pipe in one hand, and my jug in 


the other, 
I drink to my neighbours and friend, 
All my cate in a whiff of tobacco I fmotber, 
For life I know shortly muſt end; 


For 
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For whilſt Ceres moſt kindly refills my brown 
Ju 1 
With Sad liquor I'll make myfelf mellow, 


In an old wicker chair I'll ſeat my ſelf ſnu 
Like a jolly and true hearted fellow. 


Pli ne'er trouble my head with the cares of the 
nation, | = 
I've enough of my own for to mind, | 


For the cares of this life are but grie and vex 


ation, 3 : 
To death we muſt all be confign'd;, 


Then PIl laugh, drink, and ſmoak, and leave 
nothing to pay, | 
But drop like a pear that is mellow, 


And when eald ia my coffin ll leave them to 


ſay, 
He's he, what a hearty good fellow! 
— 


THE GIPSEY HAT. 
I SIGH for s maid, and a ſweet pretty maid, 
And bouny Suſanna's her name; | 
Then well do I know, by my beart's panting ſo, 


The poor little thing's in a flame, | 
For it 2 throbs, and it beats, beats, 
. 


Goes pit-a-pat, pit-a-pat, pat; 


O lure its the cafe, I'm in love with the face 


All under the Gipſey Hat. 


That the's kind as ſhe's fair, I freely declare, 
So none can my candour reprove ; 

But then what I rue, (and believe me tis true), 
Is, hang it, for being in love! 

For my heart throbs, throbs, and it beats, beats, 


Goes 


— — 
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Goes pit-a-pat, pit-a-pat, pat ; 
And ah, Pm afraid, for the \ Non of the maid 
All under the Gipſey Hat. 


That I've ſaid all my life, I'd ne'er take a wife, 
And look d on all plagues, that the worſt, 
I own—for my heart was then free from all {mart 
| But now—Oh I think it will burſt ! 
For it throbs, throbs, throbs, and it beats, 
1 beats, a 
oes pit-a pat, pit - a- pat, pat; 
And od, mind Fea ?—For 1 of the girl, 
All under the Gipſey Hat. | 


ths * 


HEARTY TOM BROWN. 


THE deuce take the cards, for they give to me 
the zripes, 


Come landlord bring more liquors, ſome todac- 


co, and ſome pipes. 


_, Crnonus 

Here's to thee, Tom Brown, and to you my 
jovial ſouls, 

And to you with all my heart, and with you I'll 

rink a quart, 
And with you I will ſpend a pot, before that 
| e'er we part. 

Here's to thee Tom Brown, &c. 


The king will beat the queen. and the queen | 


will beat the knave, | 
And we are all good company, more liquor we 
will have. | 


Here's to thee Tom Brown, &c. 


The 


D 
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The knave will beat the ten, and the ten will 
beat the nine, 


And we are all goed company, we will dri 
till we're — blind. 


Here's to thee Tom Brown, &c. 


The nine will beat the eight, and the eight 
will beat the ſeven, 


And we are all good company, we will drink 


while it's eleven. 
Here's to thee Tom Brown, &c. 


The ſeven will beat the fix, and the fix will 
beat the five, 


And we are all good company, we will drink 
while we are alive, 


Here's to thee Tom Brown, &c. 


The five will beat the four, and the four will 
a beat the three, | 
And we are all good company, we will drink 
till break of day, | 


Here's to thee Tom Brown, &c. 


The three will beat the two, and the ace will 
beat them all, 


And we are all good company upon my life and 


ſoal. 
Here's to thee Tom Brown, &c. 


2093 
THE SPORTSMAN. 
Sung by Mr. Penſon, in Of Age To-Merrow. 


WHEN my very firſt day, to the field I had got, 
I diſcover'd gerat natural parts as a hot, 


My 
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My ſpaniel had put vp a ſnine from a bog, 
IL mits'd it 1 o61vn, but I brought down the dog. 


Down derry down. 


So keen my firſt kunt, Ihruſh'ꝗ over the grounds, 

I decidedly 4iſtanced the tex and. the hounds, 

And i leap'd my firſt hedge with fo earneſt a 
miad, 

That | left a hne gelding I rode on behind. 


Derry down derry 
But time and experience have rendered me cool 
And ] councel young ſportimen to think of this 
rule; 
When zou go out a ſhooting, don't ſhoot your 
dog dead, | 
And in riding a horſe don't fly over his head. 


Derry down derry. 


Now hear an old Jockey his paſſion impart, 
At your perſon I aim —and I'd fain hit your 
heart; 
And, ue raay eſtate, tho' with rapture | view it, 
As affording good ſport, —yet I'll never run 
through it. 
Down derry don. 
_— IE 
LOGIE OF BUCHAN. 


O Logie of Buchan, O Logie the laird, 
They ha'e ta'en awa' Jamie that delv'd in the 


ard! 
Who d on the pipe, wi' the viol ſae ſma* 
The ay pipe, , 
e 


eilaen awa Jamie the flow'ro' them a” 
think na lang, laſſie, tho' I gang awa' : 
For the ſummer is coming, cauld winter's awa, 
And Pl come and ſee thee, in ſpite o * a. 
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Sandy has ouſen, has gear, and has kye; 

A houſe, and a hadden, and filler ſorby: 

But I'd tak' my ain lad, wi his ſtaff in hin hand, 

Betore I'd ha'e him, wi' his houſes and land. 
He ſaid, think nae lang laſſie, &c. 


My daddy looks ſulky, my minny looks four ; 

They trown upon Jamie, becauſe he is poor : 

Th» I lo'e them as well as a daughter ſhould do, 

They are nae ba'f ſae dear to me, 2 as you 
He ſaid, think nae lang laſſie, &c. 


I fit on my creepie, and ſpin on my wheel, 
And think on the laddie that lo'ed me fo weel; 
He had but a' ſaxpence, he brak it in twa, 
And he gied me the ha'f on't when he gaed awa 


Then haſte ye back, Jamie, and bide nae awa. 
Then haſte ye back, Jamie, and bide nae awa. 
Simmer is coming, cauld winter's awa, 

And ye'll come and ſee me, in ſpite o' them a'. 


On 


THE STREAMLET. 
Sung by Mr. Incledon. 


THE ſtreamlet that flow'd round her cat, 

All the charms of my Emily knew ; 
How oft* has its courſe been forgot, 

While it paul'd her dear image to woo. 
Believe me, the fond filver tide | 

Knew from whence it deriv'd the fair prize, 
For, ſilently ſwelling with pride, 

It reflected her back to the ſkies. 


0 — 


SIC A WIFE AS WILLIE HAD. 
WILLIE Wagstle dwalt on Tweed, 2 
e 
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The ſpot che- ca'd it Linkumdoddie, 
Willie wa* a wabxter gude, 

Cou'd ftown a clue wi' ony bodie; 
He had a w te was dour and din, 

O Tinkler Madgie was her mither ; 


Sic a wife has Willie had, 
1 wa'd na gie a button for her, 


She has an e'e, e has but ane, 
The Gat has twa the very colour ; 
Five ruſty teeth, .forbye a ſtamp, 
A clapper tongue wad deave a miller ; 
A whiſkin beard about her mou, 
Her noſe and chin they threaten ither ; 


Sic @ wife, Ic. 


She's bow-haugh'd, ſhe's bein ſhinn'd, 
Ae lim pin leg a hand breed ſhorter ; 

She's twiſted right, ſhe's twiſted left, 
To balance fair in ilka quarter; 

She has a hump upon her breaſt, 
The twin o' that upon her ſhoulder ; 


Sic a wife, c. 
Auld baudrans by the ingle fits, 


An' wi' her loot her tace a waſhin; 
But Willie's wife is nae ſae trig, 

She dights ker zunzie wi' a buſhion ; 
Her Walle nieves like midden-creets, 

Her face wad fyle the logan water. 


Sic a wife, Sc. 
<-40>>- 


THE SIGNAL GIVEN. 
Tune“ Old Towler.” 


THE fignal's giv'n, all hands prepared, 


And 


S3-& 


And ready for to fail, 
Our girls are loath with us to part, 
W iſh us a favoring gale, | 
Their looks they ſeem wild with deſpair, 
To think with us to part; 
When we prepare to 50 abroad, 
It cuts them to the heart. 


CHORUS. 


Then leave yo, heave yo, 
Fack fings heave yo, heave yo, 
He breaves the dangers of the main, 
And till ſings yo heave ho. 


Why ſtarts the tear from that bright eye, 
Alas! why does it fall, y 
My deareſt gitl torbear to ſigh, | 
My country does me call, 
There 1s one that reigns above, 
Will guard my love, I know, 
While I am failing on the main, 


Or fighting the proud foe. 
Then heave ho, 9c. 


There is no prevailing, Jack replies, 
Our anchor it is weighed, 
So ſtop your tears, dry up your eyes, 
Orders muft be obeyed ins oy 
If fortune ſhould upon me ſmile, 
If e'er I ſhould return 
Unto Old England's favor'd iſle, 
I l think on thee, my girl. 
Then heave ho, c. 


Now providence ordain'd it ſo, 
The orders were to fail, 

The leſſes on the beach they ſtand, 
With us a plealant gale; 


| 
| 
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From tears they ſcarcely can reſrain, 
Their hearts with grief are torn, 
And as the (hip glides the fea 
Wilh us a fafe return. 


' Then heave ho, Ec. 
—0— 


AFFECTIONATE SOLDIER ; or, 


ALLEN and SALLY. 
*TWAS in the ev'ning of a wintry day, 
When, ſafe returning from a long campaign, 
Allen, o'ertoil'd and weary with the way, 
Came home to ſee his Sally once again. 


His battered arms he carelefsly threw down, 
And view'd his Sally with enraptur'd eyes; 

But ſhe receiv'd him with a modeſt frown : 
She knew not Allen in his rough diſguiſe, 


His hair was knotted, and his beard unfhorn ; 
His tatter'd *coutrements about him hung; 
A tear of pleaſure did his cheeks adorn, 
And bleflings fell in torrents from his tongue. 


Am I ſo alter'd, by this cruel trade, 
That you your faithful Allen have forgot ? 
Or has your heart unto ſome other ſtray d? 
Ah! why did I eſcape the murd'ring ſhot ? 


When this ſhe heard, her wonted colour fled, 


She ran, and ſunk upon her Allen's breaſt, 
All pale, a while the look'd like one that's dead, 
He kiſs'd, ſhe breath'd and all her love 
conſeſs'd. 


Oh! my delight though alter'd as thou art, 
| Rgduc'd by honeſt courage to this * 
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Thou art the golden treafure of my heart, 
My long-loſt buſband, and my wiſh'd-tor mate! 


—<—-<Ov->- 


THE CHARMING FELLOW. 
Sung in the Agreeable Surſtrixe. 
| BY MRS. WILLS. 


LORD, what care I for mam or dad? 
Why let em (cold and beflow : 

For while I live 1 love my lad, 
He's fach a charming feilow. 


The laſt fair day, on yonder green, 
The youth he danc'd fo well O; 
So ſpruce a lad was never ſeen, 
As my ſweet charmiug fellow. 


The fair was over—night was come, 
The lad was ſomewhat mellow; 
Says he, my dear, L'il fee you home; 

I thank'd the charming teitow. 


We trudg'd along—the moon ſhone bright, 
Says he, my ſweeteſt Nell O, 

I'll kiſs you hee by this good light: 
Lord, what a charming fellow ! 


You rogue, ſays I, you've ſtopt my breath: 

Ye bells, ring out my kn<li-O : . 
Again ld die fo ſweet a death, 
ith fuch a charming fellow. 


-=©<0>— 


HE PIP'D SO SWEET. 


WITH rural lads and lafſes gay 
Proclaim'd the birth of roſy May, 


When 


; 
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When round the May-pole on the green 


The ruſtic dancers they are feen ; 

'T was there young Jockey met my view, 
His like before I never knew. 

He pip'd fo ſweet and danc'd ſo gay, 
Alas ! he danc'd my heart away ; 


CHORUS. 


He fig d fo feweet aud danc'd fo gay 
Alas ! he ftole my heart away. 


At eve when ale and cakes went round, 
He plac'd him next me on the ground ; 
With harmle(s mirth and pleaſing jeſt, 
He ſhone more bright than all the reſt : 
He talk'd of love, and preſs'd my hand, 
Ah! who could ſuch a youth withſtand ? 
Well pleas'd I heard what he cou'd (ay, 
Alas! he talk'd my heart away. 


He hi d, . 


He often heav'd a tender figh. 

While rapture fparkled in each eye; 

So winning was his face and air, 

He might the coldeſt heart enſnare; 

But when he aſk'd me for his bride, 

I promis'd foon—and foon comply'd ; 
What nymph on earth cou'd ſay him nay ? 
His char ais muſt ſteal all hearts away. 


He hid, Sc. 
3 
SCOTCH SONG. 


THERE's naught but care on ev'ry han”, 
In ev'ry hour that paſſes O; 
W hat 
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What fignifies the life o“ man, 
An 'twere not for the lates O? 


Gr een grote the rugs O 


The fweeteſt hours that eber I h. 


Are ſient among tie laſer © ! 


The waſhy race may riches chaſe, 
An' riches ſtill may fly them O! 

An' tho” at laſt they catch them faft, 
Their heacts can ne'er enjoy them O. 


Green grow, Sc. 
But gie me a canny hour at e'en, 
My arms about my dearie O, 


An' warly cares, and warly men, 
May a' gae tapſel tecrie O! 
; Green grow, Cc. 
For you, ſir doufe! ye ſneer at this, 
Ye're 04vzht but ſeniclels aſſes O! 
The wi'c!: wan the warl ere law, 


He nearly lev'd the laſſes O! 
Green grow, e. 
And nature ſwears, the lovely dears, 
Her nobleſt work ſhe clatſes O! 


Her 'prentice han” ſhe tried on man, 
And then the made the laſſes O! 


Green grow, c. 
20 


SWEET POLL OF PLYMOUTH. 
Sung by NM. Kennedy, in the Poſitive Man. 


SWEET Pull of Plymouth was my dear, 
When torc'd from her to go, 


Adown 
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£. down her cheeks ran many a tear: 
My heart was fraught with woe. 


Our anchor weigh'd, for ſea ve ſtoad, 
Fhe land we fe Behind z 

Her tears then ſwell'd the briny flood, 
My fighs increas'd the wind. 


We plow'd the deep, and now between 
Us lay the ocean wide; 

For five long years I had not ſeen ' 
My ſweet, wy bonny bride. 


That time I fſail'd the world around, 
All for my true-loves fake; 

But preſs'd as we were homeward bound, 
I thought my heart would break. 


The preſs-gang bold I afk'd in vam 
To let me once on ſhore : 

I long to ſee my Poll again, 
But ſaw my Poll no more. 


And have they torn my love away? 
And is he gone? ſhe ery'd: 

My Polly, ſweeteſt flow'r in May, 
She languim'd, droop'd and dy'd. 


— 0 — 


HIGH METTLED RACER. 


SEE the courſe throng'd with gazers, the ſports 
are begun— 

The confuſion but here, I bet you, fir—done, 
done!“ 

Ten thouſand ſtrange murmurs reſounded far 
and near — 

Lords, hawkers and jockies aſſail'd the tir'd 


car; 


Whilſt, 
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Whit, "_ neck like a rainbow, erecting his 
creſt— 

Pamper'd, prancing, and pleas'd, his head 
touching his breaſt; 

Scarcely funffing the air, he's fo proud and 


elate, 


The high mettled racer firſt ſtarts for the plate. 


Now reynard's turn'd out, and o'er hedge and 
ditch ruſb, e 
Dogs, — and huntſmen, all bard at his 
z 
Thro' marſh, fen and bryar, led by their Oy 


pre 
They by ſeent and by view cheat a long tedious 

way | 
While alike born for ſports of the field and the 


courſe, 

Always — to come thro'—a ſtaunch and fleet 

horſe : 

When wow run down the fox yields up his 
breat 

The bigh-mettled racer is in at the death. 


Grown aged, is up—and turn'd out of the ſtud 

Lame, fravin'd and wind-gall'd, but yet with 
{ome blood ; 

While knowing poſtillions the pedigree trace, 

Tell his dam won this {weepſtakes—bis fire 

in'd that race : 

And what matches he won too, the hoſil ers 
o'er 

As they loiter their time at ſome hedge ale» 

oule door; 

While the harne(s fore galls, and the ſpurs his 
hides goad, 

Fhe high mettled racer's a hack on the road. 


Till 
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Till at laft, having labour 'd, drudg'd early and 


late, 8 

Bow'd & wn by degrees, he bends on to his 
fate; 3 h 

Blind, a lame and feeble, he tugs round a 
mill, 

Or draws land till the ſand of his hour glaſs. 
ſtands ſill ; 

And row cold aud lifeleſs expoſed to the view, 

In the very ſame cart which he yeſterday drew ; 

While a pitying crow'd his fad relics ſurruunds, 

The high-mettied racer is ſold to the hounds. 


— 


MEN, WHAT SILLY THINGS YE ARB. 


OH? men, what filly things are ye, 

To women thus to humble, 

Who, fowler like, but ſpreads the ſnare, - 
Or at the timid game takes aim, 


Pop, pop, and down ye tumble. 


She marks you down, fly where you will, 
To ban, or gras, as Seddie2 

Can wing you, feather you, or kill, 
Juſt as the takes the trouble. 


Then fly not from us, tis in vain, 
We know the art of fetting, 

As well as ſhooting—antg can chain 
The ſhyefſt man gur net it: | 


0 


LOUISA.—A RANDO. 
Sung by Maſter Grey, at Vauxhall, the mufic by Ms. 


Carter, written ey My. Upton. 
SAY Louila, canſt thou leave me, 


Would'ſt 


| 
[ 


oh 
I 
0 
1 
* 
0 
| 
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ould'ſt thou play the tyrant's part ? 
Tho' the world :nay frown and grieve me, 
Only you can brea# my heart. 


Think how long we've known each other, 
| Love from chridhoed with us grew; 

Canſt thou then the paſſion {moother ? 

Muſt it meet its death from you ? 


Say Louiſa, &c 


Give not way to form or faſhion, 
Frowns may drive me to deſpair ; 

Love like mine ſhould meet compaſſion, 
Be as kind as thou art fair. 


Say, Louiſa, Fc. 
4 


WHILE I HANG ON YOUR BOSOM. 
Sung by Miſs Decampe in, Of Age To-morroco. 


WHILE I hang on your boſom, diſt racted to 


loſe you, 
* — my fad heart, and faſt my tears 


is 


Yet t 1 they fall to accuſe you, 
Lever n you? Oh! no, my love, 


10 84 'pleale me, at home could you 
* tarr 
Nur 2 > wiſh from Maria to go, 
But if. it gives pleaſure to you, -my dear Harry, 
Shall I blame your departure? Oh! no, my 
love, no! 


Now do not, dear Hal, while abroad you are 
ſtraying. 

That heart, which is mine, on a rival beſtow ; 

Nay, baniſh that frown, ſuch diſpleaſue be- 

tray ing; Do 


— 


1 
1 
Do you think 1 ſuſpect vou? Oh! no, my 
love, no! ie 
I believe vu too kind for one moment to prieve 
me, ; 
Or plant in a heart which-adores you,ſuck woe; 
Vet hould you diſhpnour my truth, and decewe 
a | . 
Shou! eber ceaſe to love un? Oh! no, my 


love, no! 


—caS\Qjeo — 


After the ſecond vere of the fong in the 14th page 
read this following for whe third. ; 


Gadzooks! I'll never marry, 
I'm a lad that's bold and tree ; 
Yet I love a pretty girl, 
A pretty girl is fond of me, 


„ 
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